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These living Wees—God bless them all— 
Have come to show their faces small, 
That we may see, on paper here, 

Their faces filled with Wisdom’s cheer. 
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A LITTLE GIRL IN A BIG WORLD 
Bessie Evans PerrinGer 
III 


DRIAN’S gray eyes sparkled with delight when 
she beheld the big green automobile in which 
they were to ride. She had no coat, so Mrs. 
Temple wrapped the warm plaid rug well 

about her, leaving only her face exposed to the sharp 

wind. 

Over the smooth hard pavement they glided, the 
rubber tires sweeping along noiselessly and swift like 
the flight of a bird. Adrian hugged herself with delight, 
while her nose and cheeks grew red and her hair fell in 
a tumbled mass, glad to free itself from the narrow 
black ribbon. 

To say she was happy would be but restating her 
usual condition of mind. Some bright, light-hearted 
fairy must have crept up softly when no one was looking, 
and bestowed a priceless gift upon the child at birth, 
for no matter how many and cruel were the pranks Fate 
tried to play upon her, Adrian always came up smiling 
and happy. The eternal song of hope and love was con- 
stantly singing itself in her mind, no matter how dull 
the day or cold the atmosphere. - In the old days in the 
tumbled down shanty her spirit had soared high above 
the squalor of her environment, while good Mrs. John- 
son’s heart had been wrung with sympathy and pity. 
She had flitted happily in the forsaken, neglected old 
garden like the accumulated sunshine of past summers, 
a song and a smile on her lips, while the neighbors had 
muttered threats and protests against her father for his 
ill treatment and indifference. 

In the stiff, bare rooms at the orphanage she had 
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quickly adjusted herself to conditions and was contented 
and interested, unconscious of the good things which 
were lacking. In a lonely, unchildlike way she was in- 
terested in the unhappy children about her and the un- 
smiling faces of the attendants, while the homely check- 
ered uniforms and the narrow black hair ribbons which 
made all the girls look exactly alike, became a matter of 
wonderment to her rather than a cross to bear. The 
secret of this was her thought for others and indifference 
to self; for instance, she did not think, “J’m so cold!” 
but instead, “Its no wonder Mrs. Maugre is cross with 
us, she’s so cold, poor thing! she can’t help it.” She 
did not say, “I hate this ribbon on my hair; it makes 
me look so ugly!” but “That black ribbon just matches 
that girl’s red hair—it looks real pretty.” 

When Mrs. Temple suggested taking Adrian home 
for the Holidays the child had exclaimed with delight, 
but paused suddenly, saying, “O, you’d better take that 
fat girl; she just hates it here, and I don’t—at least 
not very much.” 

“If the fat girl doesn’t like it here she might not 
like it at my house,” had been the reply; “and besides, 
I want you.” So it was settled; and now the lady and 
the little orphan girl leaned back in the big auto’ and 
watched the houses slip by, block after block, neither 
speaking to the other, for so swift was their flight and 
so strong the wind and rain that their voices would have 
been quite lost. Once Mrs. Temple leaned forward and 
shouted at the driver, “Thomas, are you within the speed 
limit?” and the man grinning slowed down a trifle. On, 
on they flew, mile after mile, until they reached the out- 
skirts of the city and stopped in front of a brown bunga- 
low, while the machine stood panting and puffing for 
breath after its hard run. 

“Is here where you live? Oh, ’aint it lovely!” ex- 
claimed the child, surveying the cozy two story house 
standing back among the trees in front of which was a 
wide spreading lawn, green and fresh from the Decem- 
ber rains. A few late roses peeped from around the 
porch, and a flock of birds settled themselves down upon 
the holly bush to inspect the arrivals. “Is it all yours 
and am I going to stay here a whole week—oh goody!” 
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“Hop out quick, Adrian, and come along; I’m 
nearly frozen!” “Put the car away, Thomas, I’ll not 
want it again to-night,” directed Mrs. Temple, as she 
ran lightly up the front steps and rang the bell. 

A very sour faced woman in a maid’s uniform 
opened the door and stared at Adrian in surprise and 
consternation, so overcome that she held the door in her 
hand, barring the way for her mistress. 

“Lizzie!” The cold tone brought the girl up with 
a start and she threw the door wide with an apology, 
while Mrs. Temple continued: “This is Adrian La 
Verne, a little girl who is to be my guest for a week or 
more. You may prepare the bed room next to mine.” 
“You won’t be lonely in a room by yourself, will you, 
dear?” “Very well then Lizzie, see that the room next 
mine is in readiness and tell Molly we'll have dinner 
for two at about seven.” “Come into the sitting room, 
Adrian, and warm your toes at this nice big grate fire. 
My, wasn’t it cold!” 

Lizzie took her mistress’ wraps and left the room 
scowling her disapproval. The little checkered dress, 
like the convict’s stripes, told the whole story of the 
orphan child, and although Lizzie had herself been “a 
charity” she had small sympathy for like unfortunates. 
“Bringin’ her here just for a whim and spoil her for a 
week and make her think she’s an equal to the rest of us! 
Just a rich woman’s whim, and the rest of us has got to 
stand by admirin’ her charity, and then the kid’ll be 
taken back and—oh, rich people makes me tired!” 

The little girl stood looking about at the beautiful 
room, a little disappointed, she did not know just why, 
at Lizzie’s reception. Her very serious gray eyes turned 
inquiringly to her new-found friend: “Is she your sis- 
ter?” 

“Who? Lizzie? Why no, she’s my maid.” 

“I’m glad she ain’t your sister,” with a sigh of re- 
lief; “‘what’s the matter with her?” 

“With Lizzie? Why nothing that I know of; what 
did you think was the matter?” 

“Is she—” the child hesitated for the word—‘‘does 
she always have a face like that?” 

Mrs. Temple sat down in the big chair in front of 
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the fireplace and laughed—really, truly laughed as she 
had not done for months. In spite of the gray hair and 
rather set features, that laugh brought out a girlish 
charm that quite surprised Adrian, who exclaimed im- 
pulsively, “How pretty you are when you laugh! You 
look most like a little girl, and I thought you were awful 
old with your hat on when I first saw you.” 

Again Mrs. Temple laughed, “I thought you were 
paying me a compliment, and now you've spoiled it all, 
you candid little girl! If you could make Lizzie laugh 
as you did me maybe she would look young and hand- 
some too. Suppose you try. If you make Lizzie laugh 
—no, just smile, a tiny little half smile, I'll give you— 
what would you like me to give you?” 

“If Lizzie ‘ud smile she ought to be given it, not 
me, ’cause she’d be the one to earn it.” 

“It would be hard on Lizzie, wouldn’t it? You see 
she would first have to learn how and then practice it 
before anyone would recognize what she was trying to 
do. And I’m getting just like Lizzie,’ she added seri- 
ously; “I’ve almost forgotten how to smile myself.” 
She drew the child down beside her in the big easy chair 
and for a few moments they watched the flames curl 
themselves about the logs and then flash up the chimney, 
each restless, eager tongue trying in vain to outreach 
the other. 

“If I was you and Lizzie and lived in this lonely 
house I’d—I don’t think I’d ever scowl like she does. 
You don’t scowl, but you just look so—so awful sad 
and solemn.” 

“I have had so little to smile about lately that I 
suppose it is beginning to show in my face.”’ The beauti- 
ful woman sighed heavily, and then added half in apol- 
ogy, “You see, dear, I had no intention of bringing any- 
one home with me to-day, but the notion suddenly struck 
me when we were passing the orphanage, and I won- 
dered if some little girl would like to come home with 
me for a week and have all she wanted to eat and wear 
and be here Christmas. When I asked Mrs. Maugre she 
said any of you would be willing to come, and before I 
hardly knew what I was doing I had you in the auto’ and 
—here you are! It may all have been a mistake to bring 
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you home to this gloomy, dismal house with such dismal 
companions. Do you think you can stand it, or shall I 
take you back to the Home among the other children?” 

“Oh, please let me stay just for to-night!” the tone 
was almost a sob, “and then if you don’t want me I'll go 
right back in the morning.” 

“Want you! You dear little thing! I’m just begin- 
ning to find out how much I really do want you. If 
you'll stay, dear, I’ll make you just as contented as I 
know how.” Her arms were about the child and her 
cheek was resting against the tangled curls. 

“Why are you gloomy when you have such lovely 
things and—and this fire and all the rest of everything?” 

The question was so direct that for a moment the 
woman could not evade the truth. “It’s something you 
wouldn't understand,” she said finally, with a sigh. 

“I guess we all have our troubles,’ said Adrian, 
nestling close up against her friend; ‘I used to have lots, 
but they all seem to have left since I came here. I never 
tell people much about them ‘cause somehow it don’t 
seem quite right and polite to pa, ‘cause he’s dead now 
and can’t say nothin’; but I’d just as leaves tell you 
about it. You know they say that other folks’ troubles 
kind of make you forget your own, or at least make you 
feel satisfied with what you got instead of havin’ some- 
thin’ worse.” 

Then in the slowly-darkening room, while the 
shadows grew black and the dancing firelight threw 
strange figures upon the dainty walls, the child told the 
story of her early life in the wretched shanty with the 
inhuman father always crazy with drink, of the days 
and nights of terror, the hunger and poverty. She told 
of her good friend, Mrs. Johnson, and how she did her 
best to feed and clothe the neighbor’s child, when the 
five little Johusons were clamoring for the same atten- 
tion. The story finished with a hopeful anticipation for 
the future. “You see I’m ten now, and when I’m fifteen 
I'll go to work in the candy factory. That'll only be five 
years yet, and I guess I won't be tired of the Children’s 
Home that soon. You see I’ve been there more’n a week 
already.” 

The woman watched the wistful little face with a 
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strange, tight feeling around her heart. What this child 
had suffered! Her own troubles, black as they had been, 
did indeed seem trifling as compared with this picture 
of misery and even crime! “And you've kept sweet 
through it all! Brave, strong little soul!” 

“What did you say?” asked the child, looking up 
‘suto the troubled face bending above her. 

“Nothing, dear; I was talking to myself.” For 
more than a year the proud, beautiful Mrs. Temple had 
never acknowledged, not even to her most intimate 
friends, that there was any cause in her life for trouble 
or sighs, yet she had grown thin and weary looking, 
“quite ill,’ her friends declared. Of course they all 
knew that Raymond, her only son, had gone off without 
a word to his mother and married a girl she had never 
heard of and that the mother and son had never seen 
each other since. They knew too that the son had been 
to the house several times and that each time Lizzie had 
informed him that his mother was “not in.” 

No word of this had ever passed the woman’s lips, 
however, and no friend had ever presumed to question 
her; but she had grown tired and thin-looking, and her 
hair was more streaked with gray. For the first time 
now she felt the desire to confide her grief to a second 
person, and that person was a small girl in an orphan’s 
checkered uniform, with tumbled brown hair. She told 
the child everything just at it had happened. 

“And is that all he done—just got married without 
asking?” Adrian blinked gravely, trying to understand 
wherein lay the crime. ‘Was there anything the matter 
with the girl except that you didn’t know her?” 

“But don’t you see, he didn’t tell me—me, his 
mother.” 

“Well ’course it would have been nicer for him to 
have done that, but when he didn’t, I shouldn’t have 
cared so long as the girl was nice. Was she?” 

“T don’t know; I never saw her.” 

“That was mean of him not to bring her here for 
you to get acquainted—he ought to be ashamed!” the 
child’s gray eyes snapped, “Just real mean!” 

“It wasn’t his fault I never saw her,” Mrs. Temple 
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hastened to correct the impression; “he wanted to bring 
her and I wouldn’t let him—I was too hurt.” 

For several moments they sat in silence, but finally 
Adrian summed up her opinion in her quaint unchildlike 
way, “I believe I know just what’s the matter with both 
of you: He was afraid to tell you ’cause you'd be mad 
and would try and make him change his mind; and of 
course if he loved her he had to marry her, no matter 
what you said. You see he didn’t want to hurt your 
feelings, and ‘course he just—well, there didn’t seem 
nothin’ else for him to do. He thought you’d make up 
right away, and then you'd all live “happy ever after” 
and—well, don’t you see you kind of didn’t play fair? 
You wouldn’t make up like you ought to’ve done.” 

The woman, a little surprised at the child’s logic, 
asked, ““And do you think it was all my fault?” She 
expected to be assured that it was not, but Adrian an- 
swered gravely, 

“Well, it’s almost your fault, cause you ought to 
play right and not spoil the fun for all of you, like Nellie 
Johnson always does—she won’t play herself and she 
won't let nobody else play. She’s just spoilt ’cause she 
was sickly.” 

Mrs. Temple laughed in spite of the seriousness of 
the subject. “And I believe you think I’m spoiled; and 
I’ve not even the excuse of being sickly.” 

“I think you are the most beautiful person in the 
whole world, and if Raymond’s wife ever saw you she’d 
—she’d—she couldn’t help loving you an awful lot.” 

Once more they sat in silence with only the crack- 
ling of the fire and the ticking of the clock to disturb 
the brown study into which the older occupant of the 
chair had fallen. 

“I wonder if it is just pride?” she asked herself 
over and over. “It does seem a little thing, now that I 
see it in this way. I wonder if I am only jealous and 
hurt instead of being righteously indignant. Of course 
the boy was wrong, but maybe I should have forgiven 
him. Spoiled! I wonder if I am!” 

The telephone rang in the hall-way and presently 
Lizzie’s harsh voice’ was heard: “No she’s not in. Well, 
them’s my instructions just the same. No, Mr. Ray- 
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mond, I won't call her, for she won’t come unless you're 
sick and dying, and I know you ain’t either by your 
voice. Well, ’tain’t my fault, Mr. Raymond; it’s only 
my orders.” 

Mrs. Temple went into the hall and took the re- 
ceiver from Lizzie’s hand: ‘What is it, Raymond? Yes, 
this is mother,—” then followed a long conversation, so 
long that Adrian dropped off asleep and knew nothing 
more until Mrs. Temple hugged her tight and whispered, 
“Tt’s all right now, Adrian, and I’m oh, so happy! Lis- 
ten; there is a little baby three weeks old, and it’s 
named for me; and oh, Adrian, they’re coming here for 
Christmas dinner! Wake up, Adrian, and listen to the 
most wonderful news: They are coming here for Christ- 
mas dinner, and the baby is named after me!” 

Lizzie shuffled up the stairs muttering to herself, “I 
knew she wouldn’t have the backbone to hang out. Mr. 
Raymond always did have his own way, and I guess he 
always will. Well, I’m sure it’s nothing to me if folks 
want to be insulted and then forget all about it just 
‘cause ‘the baby’s named for me!’ ” 

The next day, very early in the morning, big boxes 
of children’s clothes arrived from one of the department 
stores, and out of them Mrs. Temple selected some of 
the very prettiest and daintiest for her little charge. 
Big bows of flowered ribbon tied back the pretty curls, 
and the last touch of ornamentation was added in the 
silk tassels on the patent leather shoes. 

The rest of the day was spent in the wonderful ex- 
perience of shopping—buying Christmas presents most 
of which were for “the baby.” A long ride in the auto’ 
and then to bed once more in the room next to her 
friend’s. 

The next day was Christmas—and the baby! 

(To be continued.) 


Put on your “glad spectacles” and see the whole 
world in the light of Love. If you love everyone, 
everyone will love you. Try it. It is very easy. 


“The flowers are the alphabet of angels, whereby 
they write on hills and fields mysterious truths.” 
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CHRISTMAS TREE TELLS OF THE 
CHRIST CHILD 
My dear: 


The little field flowers have all gone to sleep long 
ago, for it is very cold. The soft snow flakes are falling 
gently on my branches, and the air is full of their fleecy 
down. I love to feel them cuddling close among my 
needles as though they would have me keep them warm. 
This is the happiest time of all the year, and I am the 
happiest little Fir Tree in all the world. I expect every 
little fir tree on the earth thinks he is the happiest, but 
as I stand here in this far-away country of Syria and 
gaze into the still water of the Rhinocolura, that peace- 
ful river which separates Egypt from Syria, I cannot 
help thinking of the wonderful things which happened 
here so many, many years ago, and about which father 
has told me so very often. He was the very first to be 
called the “Christmas Tree.” The Christ child gave 
him the name. I should like to tell you the story. 

It happened over nineteen hundred years ago. 
Father says that a pair of doves were nesting in his 
branches, for it was early springtime, and they had two 
little white eggs in their nest. It was night, and all 
were asleep. All day father had been listening to the 
doves cooing to each other as they sat upon their nest. 
They had been talking about the little ones which soon 
would come to them, and were wondering how they could 
ever wait the last long week which must pass before the 
little eggs would hatch. As I said before, it was night. 
The moon and the stars were keeping watch, but all else 
was fast asleep. 

Father said he was suddenly wakened by a joyous 
thrill running through every fiber of his body, and as 
he became fully conscious, he said he noticed the great- 
est excitement about the doves’ nest. They were cooing 
loudly in delight, and fluttering their wings excitedly. 
When father had called to them to learn the cause of 
their happiness, they called back joyously, “Our little 
ones have come! Our babies are here! Suddenly, as 
we slept, the shells cracked’ open. The noise awakened 
us, and then we found our little ones.” 
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They started to sing again, but just at that moment 
father said they noticed a mule, and a woman and baby 
on its back, which was being led by a man with a staff 
in his hand. They seemed to be trying to ford the 
stream. It was so unusual to see anyone at this time of 
night that the doves flew quickly to a tree near them, and 
then, drawn by a power they could not resist, they flew 
right to the little babe and rested on his breast. Father 
said a light seemed to shine all about them. Soon they 
flew back, and how they sang in the moonlight! “It is 
the Christ child, it is the Christ child!” they sang over 
and over again. “He blesses all whom he passes. It was 
he who brought our babies; and oh, Fir Tree, behold thy 
branches; for they are covered with cones! The babe’s 
mother told us that you must plant them everyone and 
guard them carefully, then watch, for he will come again 
this way.” 

So Father planted his cones, and the doves cared 
for their little ones, and told the wonderful things which 
had happened to all the Maples and Poplars and Birches 
and Sycamores which grew near them on the hillside. 
Also, the story was whispered to the flowers growing in 
the grove, and to the birds nesting in the neighboring 
trees. Some listened spell-bound to the story, others 
mocked us, and said we had been dreaming, but a few 
believed. 

For two years they waited and watched in vain. 
Those of the trees and birds and flowers who derided, 
laughed merrily at our faith, and joked among them- 
selves at what they called our foolishness. 

Early one spring the doves flew into father’s 
branches in great excitement. They had been on the 
opposite shore of the river, they said, and had talked 
with some ravens. The ravens said that strange things 
were happening all over Egypt wherever a man, a beau- 
tiful woman, and a shining little boy happened to be. 
They told the doves that these people traveled about se- 
cretly, and often by night, for great crowds sought to 
follow them. “It must be our Christ child,” the doves 
cooed joyously, “and the ravens say he is but a short 
way off.” Father eagerly begged to know of the things 
which were happening beyond the river bank. 
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“It seems so wonderful,’ the doves made answer. 
The ravens say that wherever the little child plays, 
flowers spring up in his foot prints; that the palm trees 
bend to give him dates when he is hungry, and that the 
leopards and the lions follow him, longing to be touched 
by his hand. It is said that a boy possessed by a demon 
merely touched the Christ child’s garment which his 
mother had washed and put out to dry, and was immedi- 
ately healed. A girl who was dumb but held the boy 
in her arms, and shouted forth praise to God immediately. 
All this and more, oh, Fir, the ravens told us.” 

Father could but gasp, “How wonderful! how won- 
derful!” But the unbelieving trees and birds and flowers 
laughed. 

Those who longed to see the child watched for him 
every hour of the day. Spring and summer came, but 
still the Christ child tarried. Later when the fall came 
on, the believing trees eagerly vied with each other in 
adorning themselves, endeavoring to win his praise—all 
but Father Fir. He longed to serve the Christ when 
he should come, and kept wondering what he could do. 

As winter approached and the Christ had not yet 
appeared, the Maples, Poplars, Sycamores, and Birches 
grew restless and unbelieving, and finally one by one 
bent their heads in sleep. Father kept ever on the watch. 
He drew his branches close about the doves who sought 
shelter within his embrace, and busied himself with his 
new cones to keep himself awake. 

One night the wind blew in fierce blasts over the 
hilltops. Snow and sleet came down in icy sheets from 
the sky. Great darkness covered the whole earth. When 
the little doves shivered father wrapped them closer, and 
stretched wide his great branches, “For,” he said, “the 
Christ may come, and need a dry place beneath my limbs 
to rest. 

About midnight two robbers crept in under the fir 
for shelter, and when they had built themselves a fire of 
fir boughs, lay down to sleep. Just before dawn they 
were wakened by some one fording the stream. Duma- 
chus, the elder robber, leaped to his feet, shaking the 
younger one named Titus, to rouse him. It was at this 
moment that the same warm thrill came over father again, 
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and the doves sang out joyously on the night air. They 
knew that at last the Christ child was near. The rob- 
bers were quarreling. Dumachus cried, “We must 
plunder these people of their goods!” but Titus pleaded, 
“Nay, nay, Dumachus, let them pass unharmed. I beg 
of thee, touch them not.’”” As Dumachus insisted, Titus 
cried out, “Here! take this forty groats of mine from 
my belt, and touch the strangers not. I feel awed at 
their coming.” Dumachus clutched at the money and 
was silent. 

Soon the party of three, with their mule, approached 
the tree. “Ah,” cried Joseph, “how good the fire feels. 
Thank you, kind fellows.” Dumachus scowled, but Titus 
crept near the child and gazed into his face. The little 
one patted his cheek and said, “I love thee,’ and Titus 
turned his head and wept. The doves had flown down 
now, and the Christ child cried to them, “I thank thee 
for waiting. All the other birds have flown away. I 
love thee, for thou dost bring to mind my work of peace.” 
Then the mother clasped her little one. “My beautiful 
boy!” she whispered. “Surely thou art to be at God’s 
right hand. Surely thy place on the earth shall be great 
when such blessings follow in thy train. “Joseph,” she 
said, ““was it not sweet to see the leper lad glow with 
health when our boy but stroked his brow?” Joseph 
_ sighed, “Ah, Mary, ’twas good indeed.” 

The child kissed his mother’s cheek. “All peoples 
of the earth shall indeed love me,” he said; “but the time 
is not yet. I see for myself a cross, for each must give 
himself. I see a cross on each side of me also. I am in 
the center. Titus hangs at my right, and Dumachus at 
my left.” The two robbers looked up in a startled way 
and Dumachus scowled again. The Christ went on: 
“Titus has a heart of gold, but he has had no one to 
show him the way. I will show him all in Paradise.” 
Mary pressed her little boy close and wept. “Say not so, 
dear son. Put such thoughts far from thee.” 

“Tt must be,’ the child made answer once more, 
“for each must give himself. See how the doves have 
waited, giving themselves in love and peace and patience, 
overcoming the cold. O mother Dove,” he cried, “thou 
art the sign of my life, and thou shalt have thy reward. 
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When the Holy Spirit fills my breast, thou shalt alight 


on my shoulder.” 

“See how the Fir has given itself,’ he continued. 
“He has withstood the derision of the unbelievers. He 
has trusted in my coming. He has prepared his cones 
and pine boughs for me. The pitch of his veins has 
brightened my fire, and he has sheltered this place for 
our rest. He too shall have his reward.” Then in a full, 
sweet voice he called, “Abide, oh Fir, until I come again, 
and do thou fill the earth with firs, and they shall bear 
my name and be called the Christmas trees. All who 
love me will dance around thy kind on my birthday 
morning. They shall adorn thy children with lights and 
gifts of love. Thou dost typify my kingdom. It is ever- 
lasting. It changeth not with the seasons. It beareth 
every good gift. It is alight with the candles of the 
Lord—shining souls that glow with my Truth. It is 
guarded from above by the Holy Angel of the Father’s 
presence. It is peopled by the childlike in heart who 
stretch forth their hands believing.” 

Father said his whole being thrilled as the child 
spoke the words. He could not believe that so great 
honor could come to him. Later the robbers and the 
holy family went their way, and now many years have 
passed, but all has transpired even as the Christ child 
said. The mother dove rested on his shoulder as the 
Spirit came to him. The robbers hung beside him at his 
crucifixion, and father awaits his coming on the hillside. 

And I am such a happy little tree. I know all these 
things are true, and soon I shall be gathered for the 
Christmas feast. My boughs shall be alight with candles 
and burdened with gifts, and when the little ones clap 
their hands before me on his birthday morning, they shall 
see in me a picture of his everlasting kingdom, which 
shall come even according to his promise. Stretch forth 
thy hands, dear, in belief and love! Let no winter’s 
blast of doubt chill thy sweet faith, but watch, and wait. 
The unbelieving trees grew weary and slept. They never 
knew that the Christ had come; therefore, take heed, 
and do thou watch. Your very loving 

Curistmas TREE, 
Syria. 
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CHILD-GARDENING @: 


Conducted by LIDA H. HARDY 4 


THE GOSPEL REVEALED IN JESUS CHRIST 
GOD MANIFEST IN MAN 


“Lead the child through Nature to Nature’s God.’—Froebel. 


A two years’ course of Practical Christiaaity lessons for children in 
the home and the Sunday school. 

The first year’s course is made up entirely of nature talks—‘God’s Gifts 
to His Children.’"’ Through these the child is led to observe Life in its 
different degrees of manifestation, and is made to know that every creation 
of God, however lowly, has its place in the one great whole, of which the 
child himself is only another expression. The first year’s lessons close 
with the Christmas story, ‘‘God’s Gift of His Son’”—our perfect pattern, 
from which, through the following year, the child learns the lessons which he 
needs in love, kindness, truthfulness, and obedience. 

The second year’s course includes lessons on the childhood, boyhood, 
and manhood of Jesus the Christ, his life and his teachings—from the 
marger to the throne. 

LESSON X 
(John 2: 13-25) 
Subject: Jesus Cleansing the Temple. 
Seed Thought: He spake of the temple of his body. 
Point of Contact: House cleaning. 
We are glad to see Harold wearing an “on time” card this 
morning. “I told my mamma I couldn’t have a ‘on time’ card 


last Sunday, so she got me ready quicker this time. Just as° 


soon as I had my breakfast she washed my face and hands all 
clean.” The dear kind mammas are always doing nice things 
for the children. And isn’t it lovely to be all nice and clean! 
Dorothy: “My mamma cleans me all up nice and sweet every 
day. When she washes my little brother’s face and hands he 
always. says ‘I like u be tlean, I do’ like u be dirty at all.” 
What a sweet child he must be! We shall all be glad when he 
is old enough to come to Sunday school with you. Jessie: “I 
have the darlingest little new broom, and every day I sweep the 
porch all clean. And when mamma cleaned house I washed 
the window sills and-just helped her and helped her.” That 
was just fine! How we do just love to have the house clean and 
in order! Wilber: “Why, a man came to our house with a 
*lectric cleaner, an’ he just cleaned our house dandy. He took 
all the dust off the ceilings and walls, an’ all the cob-webs out 
of the corners an’—an’—everything.” What did he do with 
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all the dust and dirt and cob-webs? “Why, he just throwed 
’em ’way off to nothin’ land.” What. Wilbur has just said 
makes me think of our lesson story for to-day. It is about 
cleaning house too. The name of it is “Jesus Cleansing the 
Teinple.” 


THE LESSON STORY 


Our last lesson was about “Jesus’ First Miracle’ — 
the wedding at Cana. Well, after this wedding Jesus 
went up to Jerusalem where there was being held a large 
convention called “The Feast of the Passover.” And 
what do you think he found when he reached the great 
and beautiful temple? Ill tell you—he found the people 
selling oxen, sheep and doves, and making a regular 
store out of the temple that was built for a house of 
prayer. The story tells us that Jesus made some little 
whips and drove all the people out, and tipped over their 
tables and spilled their money all over the floor, saying 
as he did so, “Take these things away! Do not make 
a store out of my Father’s house!” 


The Cleansing of the Temple 


The people said, “What sign can you show us that 
you have a right to do this?” Jesus said, “If you destroy 
this temple, I will raise it up in three days.” “What,” 
said the people, “can you make a temple in three days 
that took us forty-six years to build?” 

Jesus was talking about the temple of his body, and 
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not the stone house at all. After Jesus was put into the 
tomb and was raised after three days, the people under- 
stood what he meant. 

Spiritual Application: We have had the beautiful 
story. What is it like that is inside of us? 

The Bible dictionary says that Jerusalem means 
“City of Peace.” Peace is that still sweet feeling that 
we love to have within and all around us. Jesus stands 
for the real self—that self which can send peace thoughts 
anywhere. This self can send a thought to the end of 
your own finger, or you can send it in some one else or to 
the thunderstorm—anywhere. The story says that Jesus 
was going to the Feast of the Passover. He was going 
there to praise and thank God. 

Close your eyes and see where your peace thought 
goes when you praise God. Yes, it goes to the top of the 
head. We have found that Jerusalem, “The City of 
Peace,” is a sign or symbol of this very place at the top 
of the head where the thoughts go when we sing “Praise 
God from Whom All Blessings Flow.” Now we have 
found our City of Peace within us, and aren’t we glad 
and thankful for this knowing? 

Let us close our eyes again and make all the thoughts 
go out of our body temple except the loving thoughts 
and the kind thoughts. Eyes open. George, could you 
do that? “Yes ’am, I can make my thoughts go any way 
I want ‘em to.” Isn’t that fine! Now listen! When 
the I Am or the real self goes to the place of peace in 
the top of the head, it is like Jesus going to Jerusalem. 
To thoughts of selfishness and thoughts of unkindness 
the real self can say, “Get out of here; this is the place 
of prayer. You do not belong here.” 

Now let us keep just as still as we possibly can. At 
first let us think, ‘“God’s love is inside of me and all about 
me, for Love is everywhere.” (Silence.) Let the thought 
stay in us without our thinking. (Silence.) Eyes open. 
Now everybody feels loving and kind. That is because 
we have been living for a few minutes in the kingdom of 
heaven within. Let us remember to live in this kingdom 
a little while every day. If we will do this there will 
never be any room in our body temple for thoughts of 
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buying things or selling things. We shall not need those 
thoughts, because we shall have everything that we need. 

While we had our eyes closed, thinking loving 
thoughts, we felt so quiet and loving that it was like a 
feast. At that time we were passing over from selfish- 
ness to love. That is why the convention at the “City of 
Peace” was called “The Passover.” 

Now what in us is like the little whips? Close your 
eyes again and trust “the little know” to make it plain. 
(Silence.) Eyes open. James, what was it that drove 
the selfish thoughts out of your temple? “I just told 
*em to skid-dad-dle and they skid-dad-dled.” It was 
your word of truth, wasn’t it? “Yes ’am.” Our little 
words of truth then are like little whips, and with them 
the real self drives out all thoughts that are not like God. 

The oxen, sheep, and doves are good, and stand for 
the Good which is always found in God’s temple: oven, 
strength; sheep and lambs, pure and innocent thoughts; 
and doves, peace. It was only the un-Godlike thoughts 
that were driven out—the animal thoughts. 

When we understand our thougsth and the rules that 
make them work, we shall be able to do the things that 
Jesus did. 

From the lesson let us remember, My body is the 
temple of God; and the real self of me can, with God's 
words of truth, drive out all un-Godlike thoughts and 
make my body pure and clean. 


MEMORY VERSE 
I know that I’m God’s temple; 
And now I always mean, 
That love and truth shall fill me, 
And keep me pure and clean. 


If you want to start a Truth Club among your 
Wee friends, write to Wee Wisdom and tell her all about 
it. She will help you. 


Remember that a happy smile and a glad word are 
the Christmas presents that make papa and mamma 
happiest. 
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EN 
= THE WEE WISDOM CLUB = 
Royal, Secretary 
4) 


Well, here we all are again. At our last meeting we were 
contemplating a joyous Thanksgiving. Now we are all using 
our little “thinkers” to see how much Christmas happiness we 
can bring to our friends and everyone about us. 

Just think, nineteen hundred and eleven years ago the 
little Christ child was born in Bethlehem. He came into the 
world in a stable with a bed of straw, but he was so happy that 
he lived to make the whole world radiate his joy and love for 
hundreds and hundreds of years after his body had disappeared. 
He was the gift which God gave to the world and which we 
commemorate by giving little gifts to one another. God’s gift 
was this child who became the ideal of Love and Kindness 
and Joy. 

You can make your papa and mamma a present which 
will please them more than anything you could buy. They 
will never forget it and will love you all the more for it. You 
will be always welcomed wherever you go, because you will 
make others happy. Can you guess what it is? It is easy to 
give, if you will only use the little “Frown Taker” which every 
one of us possesses. When you feel like crying just tell your 
face to pucker up into a smile. When mamma says, “Don’t,” 
and you want to pout, spread the pout into a smile. Keep 
your face wreathed in smiles and your mouth pure with words 
of love such as God gave us through the little child hundreds 
of years ago. 

And now that we are all happy and smiling we shall call 
the meeting of the club to order and let our Wee members have 
a word. 

All right, Donald, speak up. You seem to have something 
to tell us: 


Brandy City, Cal. 
Dear Wrr Wisvom—I have not written to you for quite a 
while, but I love you very much and enjoy reading you every 
month. Why couldn’t we have a Weekly Wee Wisdom too, 
just with the Sunday school lesson and a few letters and stories, 
like mother’s Weekly Unity, and a little bank like hers, too? 
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I think all the Wees would like that better than a bigger Weer 
Wispom every month; I would. Then 
we would have a Sunday school 
paper. A month is a long time to 
wait, but please don’t stop coming 
to me. I am sending traveling ex- 
penses, and also car fare for three 
new Wees. We have a “Crystal 
Truth Club” up here in the woods 
with nine members. [I'll tell you 
about them next time, and maybe 
send a picture of some of them. 
Our Club song is “The Laugh Cure,” 
and we sing it to the tune of “Mary’s William Goat,” with 
“Hoop-de-doodle” for the chorus. With heaps of love to all 
the Wees. Donald Valentine Strandberg, 
Secretary of the “Crystal Truth Club.” 

Good for you, Donald. We know that the Crystal Truth 
Club must be a “live one.” Our Wee members might take the 
idea which Donald gives and start little clubs of their own. 
Donald’s club has a rubber stamp which he prints on his letter. 
It makes it very businesslike. He is the secretary and so has 
the stamp to put on all official documents. Wouldn’t it be fun 
to have a lot of clubs made up of Wees and have a report from 
them every time, with a picture of their seal and signed by 
their official secretary? Let’s do it! If you will address Wee 
Wispom she will tell you how to do it and how to get the pretty 
rubber stamp. We might all have pins some time too. Just 
like big “grown-up” clubs. Donald brings three friends with 
him, and we surely are glad to have them with us. Let’s all 
bring our friends so that they can enjoy the good tidings also. 
We wish that we could have a Weekly Wee Wisdom, and if our 
members will get enough interested in it, we might have such 
a paper. It would be fine. 

Well, Adda, let’s hear from you. Now, Wees, be very quiet 
while Adda lisps out her message, because she is a very little 
girl: 


Grace Taylor and I 
on “Old Tom” 


Sioux City, Iowa. 
Dear Mrs. Fillmore—I would like the fairy stories best. I 
had a sore throat one night, but was better in the morning 
and went to school. The teacher sent me home because lots 
were having bad sore throats. Grandma told me to talk to 
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God ’way down in my heart and thank him for my health, so I 
did, and went back to school real well. I happened to think 
that Fillmore meant “filled more” with God, and that is why 
your name is Fillmore—you help fill everybody with more of 
God. Adda Bowes. 


Bless your heart, little one! Of course God makes you 
well if you thank him for making you well. Your interpreta- 
tion of “Fillmore” is very clever. 

Why here is Arthur away down in Texas. The last time 
we heard from him he was in Nebraska: 

Francitas, Texas. 

Dear Wee Wispom—I am writing this letter from Texas. 
The name of the place that I live in is Francitas. It is a pretty 
little place and will be one year old the tenth of December. 
Every building in it is painted white. It has a pretty little 
park that is on the East Caranchua. The water of this river 
is salty and doesn’t flow very fast. There are forest trees all 
around the town. And pecans grow wild here. We have our 
house finished and a fence around it. And I have laid the walk, 
but papa helped me put the foundation down. Our school house 
isn’t finished, but we are having school in a two story building 
on Main Street. There were two new houses built since we 
came, without counting ours. We drove down in the automo- 
bile and broke a wheel at Granger, Texas, two hundred and 
fifty miles from here; but we took the train the rest of the way. 
About a week ago papa and Guerney went after the automobile. 
It is here now. You were talking about leaving out some of the 
letters and putting in some more stories. I would like to have 
the stories in too, but the Wees would want to see their letters 
printed in the Wee Wispom, so we can’t wait till the paper 
grows bigger. I will have to close now, so I will inclose sixty 
cents, and please renew my subscription. 

Yours for the Good, Arthur Hays. 


What a delightful place he must have in his new home! 
All the houses clean and white! Yes, Arthur, it would be 
mighty hard to leave out the Wee letters, but unless we can 
have a larger bunch of Wees we cannot have a larger maga- 
zine, and so we cannot print both letters and fairy stories. If 
every Wee will try to get all his little friends interested we 
may make the paper larger and have both the letters and 
fairy stories. 
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Is that Wee-Wee who is trying to attract our attention? 
Why yes, here she comes with a picture and the nicest little 
word to the Wees. Let’s listen to her: 

Dayton, Tenn. 

My dearest Wees—The October issue of Wee Wispom has 
arrived and I have carefully read the letter “Ye Editor” writes 
to her Wisdoms. Also the notice on the first page, which she 
gives for their consideration. I think it will be beautiful to ° 
keep up the bond of unity which the “Wee Wisdom Club” has 
established. Mrs. Pettinger’s suggestion and “Ye Editor's” 
appeal are both excelent. As to the fairy stories, I for one 
always welcome them, and if our space in the epistolary de- 
partment must be curtailed somewhat to accommodate them, I 
think the little letter writers will rejoice to resign in favor of 
them. The story of Aladdin’s wonderful 
lamp is one of my favorite fairy stories. 
It always sends a mysterious thrill 
through me when I read it. “Ye Ed- 
itor’s” beautiful interpretation of it sends 
a new and still more mysterious thrill 
over me, for the old lamp is even more 
wonderful because I can make it my 
own, and the next time the problems in 
arithmetic are hard and I get mixed up 
on the “adverbial objectives” and “direct” 
and “indirect” objects in grammar, I 
shall just rub hard upon my Mind lamp, 
and when the Genii Spirit comes I shall 
ask for the light of understanding. I 
know I shall get it too, for the good 
Genii was never known to refuse the light of the wonderful 
lamp. 


Curious things taken 
from the Indian 
burying grounds on 
Hiwassee Island by 
Mr. George Barnes 


I am sending, as I promised, a photo of the curious things 
taken from the old Indian burying ground on Hiwassee Island. 
I think the Wees will enjoy looking at this collection. With 
much love to you all and to “Ye Editor’ ’and Blanche, I am 

Yours always, Wee-Wee Benham. 


Wee-Wee’s suggestion is good. Why not cut down the 
letters and not print all of them, but just pick out the best? 
The other space will be left for the fairy stories. What do you 
say, Wees? 
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Aunt Emma has a fairy story in rhyme for us. It was sug- 
gested by her little ones. All right, Emma, let’s hear it: 


Sure ‘Nough Fairies 


There are sure ‘nough fairies, my mamma said 

The other night ’fore goin’ to bed. 

When I asked her ’bout ’em she ’splained ’em to me— 
How they’re “true as true,” though we don’t see 

The good ones workin’ all the time for us; 

But bad ones are ’round when there’s a fuss. 


The bad fairies alw’s make a lot of noise 

*Nless chased away by wise girls and boys; 

Like sometimes a snarl on the face of a girl 

Will creep ’round her ears an’ into a curl; 

*N’ then more snarls, more cries, an’ they'll never hush, 
Till Mother Love makes ’em go way ’ith the brush. 


*N’ so, when we give a little “love think,” 

Out pops ‘a dear little fairy in pink 

And flies to the one loved, cuddling into his mind, 
To make ’em all loving, sweet, and kind. 

And gives everything ’round a rosy hue. 

I think these the very best fairies, don’t you? 


’N’ there’s the fairies who good gifts bring— 
Houses, lands, joy, and everything— 
And makes all the good times come about, 
*F you b’lieve in ’em hard, an’ never doubt— 
Like the Christmas fairy, don’t you know, 
Bringing beautiful gifts, sweet love to show. 
Emma H. Teel. 


That’s pretty good. We surely see the work of these 
fairies every day. We can command them, so we are the true 
masters. 

My, what a lot of Wees want to speak now! Here’s Russell 
Otis, who brings car fare for another year, and Tillie Latterell, 
who wishes the Wer Wispom were bigger, and Thelma Taylor 
with her many pets and her good horse “Bumps.” Here are 
Olive and Irene Calvin, too. My, what a lot of Wees we have 
this time! Some of our speeches must be left out so that we 
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can discuss club matters. You won’t mind, will you, dears? 
No, of course not. It is for our mutual good. 
Evanston, Ill. 
Dear Wees—I and my brother Webster have a new baby 
brother, who came to us the twenty-fifth of October. It has 
just been snowing a little bit and the thermometer said twenty 
above zero. I and my brother Webster have lots of fun going 
to school these days, and enjoying the fresh air. This is the 
second time I have written to you. I like the little magazine 
and have taken it for one year. I am ten years old and in the 
fifth grade at school. I go to the public school and Sunday 
school. Please find fifty cents inclosed. Hope all the Wees are 
well. I guess I will close, as I have writen quite a long letter. 
With love to all the Wees, Your loving Wee, 
Russell Otis. 


Foley, Minn. 
Dear Editor—I have been looking for Wee Wispom all of 
this week, but it has not come yet. It is very lonesome without 
Wee Wisvom. I like to read it very much. I read quite a few 
books out of the school library. I like to go to school this year; 
we have a good teacher. I am in the eighth reader. I always 
read through Were Wispom too soon, and often wish it were 

bigger. I will close for this time. From a Wee, 
Tillie Latterell. 


Valmeyer, Ill. 
Dear Were Wistom—This is the first letter I have ever 
written to you. I am twelve years old and am in the sixth 
grade at school. I like to go to school. I live about one mile 
from school. I like my teacher very much. Her name is Miss 
Zimmer. My brother Alwin is going to high school at Water- 
loo. Ill. Sometimes my brother comes home on Sunday. When 
he goes back he likes to take the Wee Wisrom along up. I 
like Wee Wispom very much. I like to read the nice stories 
and letters in it. I think “Buzzy’s Story” and the “Club” story 
were very nice. My papa takes Unity. My mamma is sickly 
and I would like to ask the little Wees and you to help her in 
regaining her health. I will close with love to all the Wees. I 

remain as ever, Your loving Wee, Lydia Ludwig. 


Aunt Mary has a happy greeting for us. Listen, children, 
while she gives it: 
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A Christmas Letter to Wee Wisdom 


Dear Wee Wisdoms: Every one, 
Christmas Day has nearly come; 
New Years, too, comes sailing in 
With a broad and happy grin. 
Here’s a stocking full of toys; 
My, my! children, what a noise! 
Here are fathers, mothers, too, 
Girls and boys—what a to-do! 
Fears have left and taken flight, 
Joys are ours both morn and night; 
But amidst our fun and play 
Let us recollect the Day 
Love was given to the earth. 
Unto Love we'll all give birth, 
So that hearts that used to mourn 
Will unto the Good be born. 
Let us share with all we know, 

_ Let us bless where’er we go; 
Let us give as to the Lord 
In the presence of the God: 
For at Christmas, through the year, 
We must .know that Christ is here. 

Mary Brewerton de Witt. 


It is getting quite late and the printer is calling for our 
words to send to all the Wees, so we must draw the meeting 
to a close. Let’s all think about the matter we have discussed 
and be ready to give our views for the next meeting. 


BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 11, December 10 
NEHEMIAH AND HIS ENEMIES.—Neh. 6: 1-12. 


Golden Text: “The Lord is thé strength of my life; of 
whom shall I be afraid?”—Psa. 27:1. 


We have read about the wall which Nehemiah was building 
around Jerusalem. To-day we learn how well he built it. He 


WEE WISDOM 27 


left no breach, and when his enemies saw how strong it was 
they became afraid and tried to destroy Nehemiah. They pre- 
tended they were no longer his enemies, and wanted him to 
come and consult with them. In reality they planned to kill 
him. But he was guided by Infinite Wisdom and would not go. 

We learned last week how to build walls of truth around 
the Center of Peace within us. Let us, like Nehemiah, never 
leave a vacant space, that thoughts of lack may enter, but build 
strong and firm—a mighty wall of truth. Then the so-called 
enemies—lack of life, health, and happiness—need concern us 
no longer. We will have inside our wall God, or Good, and 
can say with the Psalmist, “The Lord is the strength of my 
life; of whom shall I be afraid?” 


Lesson 12, December 17 
EZRA TEACHES THE LAW.—Neh. 8: 1-12. 


Golden Text: The law of the Lord is perfect, converting 
the soul.”—Psa. 19:7. 


In the old days there were no printing presses. First the 
books were carved in stone, and later they were all copied by 
hand. In this lesson we read how all the people gathered to- 
gether and listened to the reading of the law by Ezra, the 
scribe. There was only one copy of the law, so they had to read 
it together. They loved to hear it read, and wept to think how 
far they were from living up to it. But Ezra and Nehemiah 
said unto them, “This day is holy unto Jehovah your God; 
mourn not nor weep. ... Neither be ye grieved; for the joy 
of Jehovah is your strength.” 

We all know and love the law of truth, but many times 
fall short of living it. When we have given way to fear or for- 
gotten that God is our health and only Good is true; when we 
have not lived up to the best we know, it does no good to sit 
down and cry about it. The thing to do is to resolve to follow 
hereafter the guidance of the Voice within and never admit 
lack into our minds. Then when we have made this resolution 
and started out anew, we should rejoice because we know the 
true way and are going to follow it. 

If we rejoice and are glad that only the Good is true we 
will be strong and no shadow can come near us. Then we will 
know that Ezra spoke truly when he said: “The joy of Jehovah 
is your strength.” 
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Lesson 13, December 24 


MALACHI REBUKING AND ENCOURAGING JUDAH. 
—Mal. 3: 7-18. 

Golden Text: “Return unto me, and I will return unto you, 
saith the Lord of hosts.”—Mal. 3:7. 

The Prophet Malachi told the people of Israel how they had 
forgotten God. They had not obeyed his laws nor brought 
tithes to his temple. Therefore they were in trouble and very 
unhappy. Insects were eating their crops and their harvests 
were scant. 

The Lord, through Malachi, tells them that if they will re- 
turn unto him, he will return unto them. He will open the 
windows of heaven and pour out such a blessing that there will 
not be room to receive it. He will drive the insects away from 
their crops. He will make them happy and their land a de- 
lightful one to live in. 

No matter how long the Israelites had forgotten and dis- 
obeyed him, if they would return unto him they would be for- 
given and blessed. 

If God was so willing to do so much for the Israelites, he 
is just as willing to help us to-day. God, you know, is the Spirit 
that is within us. This Spirit is always ready to help us if we 
will accept its help. No matter how often we have forgotten 
the laws of Spirit, when we are willing to obey the Voice within, 
blessings of health and joy are poured out upon us. 

The tithes which we owe to the Lord or the Truth, are 
love, obedience, and faith. We must love the Good; we must 
always obey the Voice within, and we must have faith in the 
power of the Spirit. We must know that the Christ within us 
is mightier than any outside thing. 

We will remember when we are off the track that all we 
need to do is to return to the Truth, to pay our tithes of love, 
obedience, and faith, to Spirit, and all will be well again. 


Lesson 14, December 31 
REVIEW 


Golden Text: “If we confess our sins, he is faithful and 
just to forgive us our sins, and to cleanse us from all unright- 
eousness.”—I John 1:9. 


One good way to review is to go back over each lesson in 
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the quarter and choose the thought which we consider will help 
us most to live the truth. However, there is another good use 
to which we may sometimes put Review Sunday; that is, for 
each of us to review our own minds and habits. Have we used 
the truth during the quarter? Have we used it every day, or 
only when we were in trouble? (If we have used it all the time 
it is needless to say we have not had any trouble.) Has any 
particular thought been of help to us? If so what is it? Have 
we kept our minds pure and clean and true? Have we formed 
the habit of living the truth we know? 

After questions along this line, it is good to spend some 
time in silent prayer, renewing our minds, filling up vacancies 
where shadows might lodge, that we may start the next quarter 
with minds and hearts filled with only the good and true. 


BLANCHE’S CORNER 


BOBBIE’S GIFT 


Bobbie was not fussy. 
Not once that afternoon had 
he hurt the cat, teased for 
a story, or railed at condi- 
tions in general. 

That the Sunday was a 
dismal one only added to the 
mystery. Not that Bobbie 
was a bad boy, but he 
abounded in energy, and the 
days he was compelled to 
spend indoors were apt to 
be a little wearying on the 
family. At present, how- 

. ever, he was drumming 
thoughtfully on the window. 

“T don’t understand it, mother. The teacher at 
Sunday school said we ought to give God a gift this 
Christmas, ’cause he was always giving us things. What 
I don’t see is how we can give him anything. If he’s 
inside of us there’s no way to get it to him except swal- 
lowing it.” 
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“That's not exactly the idea, son, but Miss Edwards 
was right. We should give something to God. You 
learned ever so long ago that God is not a person. Now 
you know that God is Spirit—the Spirit of Good which 
is everywhere present.” 

“I know it. That’s why I thought oranges or apples 
or candy wouldn't do, nor clothes, ’cause if God is Spirit 
he wouldn't need those things.” 

“Surely not, sonny. But there is something which 
we may all give to the Spirit within us, and that is obe- 
dience.” 

“But, mother, how can a body give obedience to 
God? I obey you, but you tell me what to do.” 

“Come over here in the big chair with me. Let us 
close our eyes and be very still. Now say with me, ‘I 
know that the Spirit within me, whose name is God, is 
almighty, and I promise to obey its laws.’ ” 

Some of the laws of Spirit are these: 

““Tf we see only good, only good will come to us.’ 

““Tf we love everybody, everybody will love us.’ 

““If we never fear, nothing can harm us.’ 

“The best part of giving obedience to God is that 
we get in return health and happiness. When we give 
to the Spirit we are giving to ourselves, for we are the 
children of Spirit.” 

That evening Bobby got out his crayons, and after 
an hour of hair rumpling and tongue chewing he carried 
proudly to his mother two cards. At the top of each 
was a wobbly but brilliant holly wreath. On one card 
was printed these words: 

* * & & 


MY GIFT TO GOD: 


OBEDIENCE 
* * * * * * 


* * * * 


* 
* 
* 
The other card bore this inscription: 


* * * * * & * * 


MOTHER’S GIFT TO GOD: 


OBEDIENCE 


* 


* 

* 

* 


“They're to hang in our rooms, mother, so we'll be 
sure not to forget.” 


| 
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THE CHRISTMAS TREE 
(Made for Wer Wispom by Minnie Van Hurzen) 


At Christmas we have a Christmas tree; 
There’s always something there for me— 
A doll, a book, or something nice! 
But dollies always find the prize. 


And there are always one—two—three— 
Stockings on the Christmas tree. 

And always do we find the same; 

And every stocking is a name. 


#@ =F THERE IS A BLUE MARK at the end of this notice, it is because 
you have forgotten to invite Wee Wispom to continue her visits to you. 
You must not miss her this year, for she has planned many new treats 
for her readers, great and small. 


* * * 
I, Wisdom, cause those that love me to inherit substance, 
and I will fill their treasuries. 


- 


Holiday Books for Children 


TREASURE-BOX 


Imelda Octavia Shanklin 


A new illustrated book printed in two colors. The de- 

lightful story will be a source of: benefit and pleasure 

to all who read it. Miss Shanklin is a clear, forceful 

writer, and she has the knack of knowing how to please 
the little folks. 


Illustrated. Price 50 cents. 


LOVE’S ROSES 
Lucy C. Kellerhouse 


A charming story of “Once-upon-a-time” land, where 

thoughts become visible as flowers or nettles, according 

as they are kind and loving, or selfish and unkind. A 

story which teaches a lesson in control of thought, and 

is especially good for children in the habit-forming 
period of their lives. 


Onyx vellum cover, printed in sepia. Price 25 cents. 


WEE WISDOM’S WAY 
Myrtle Fillmore 


This charming story continues to be a favorite among 
children. It is a true story of the effects of Truth 
teachings. It tells, in Mrs. Fillmore’s charming style, 
of several cases of healing actually done through the 
power of God. It is really a set of lessons told in such 
interesting story form that the reader almost uncon- 
sciously learns the deep truths of being. It is illus- 
trated with portraits of some of the principal charac- 
ters, and is printed on heavy antique-finish paper, with 
broad margins. The story has steadily grown in the 
esteem of its many readers, and is as fresh and bright. 
for its loving ministry as ever. 
Artistically bound. Price postpaid, $1. In neat 
cover of India tint enamel paper, title in brown ink. 
Price 25 cents. 


